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Author's Notes: 
A little plot bunny | had, using my head canon that Steve is the actual kinkster as opposed to Bruce, enjoy ;) 


Bruce bit back a moan, his fingers scribbling against the arm rests of the cheap cinematic movie hall chair, 
nails digging into the ratty edges like daggers. Of course a bit of exhibitionism and danger always helped spur 
the sex life along, but this was ridiculous. Even by his standards. But then again, Steve could be a sexual fiend 
whenever he pleased, contrary to much of the public's firm beliefs. Shy and sweet but charismatic Steve 


Harris. Yeah, right. More like filthy, nasty mouthed and downright kinky. All behind closed doors, of course! 


Half hooded copper eyes peered to the side, barely making out Dave's profile to the left of him in the dark. On 
their rare day off on tour between shows, Nicko had hatched the splendid idea they go watch a movie 
together. Top row, all five bunched together. Right now, the flick on the movie screen - that was frankly 
absurdly dull to anybody with half a brain - flashed lights every so often to enlighten the glass of Dave's 
typical spherical wire frames. Lucky Bruce however, the guitarist hadn't once glanced back his way. It would 
have given him an eye full and a half. 


This, because between the singer's spread legs was Steve's right hand, rubbing firm circles with skillfully 
delivered palm motions. It had Bruce fighting back the shudders threatening to wrack his body, made him force 
his hips to remain firmly nailed to the uncomfortable half fabricate of the seat as his muscles locked in place. 
It was plain torture, and the man bit down on his bottom lip as callused fingertips reached for the metal 
zipper, a secure thumb popping the top button of the skin tight blue jeans open. No underwear, and the faint 
rasp of steel teeth was drenched by the loud gunfire on screen as the heroic cowboys held a shoot out. Thank 


fuck. 


Bruce nearly mewled as his cock came bouncing out, the proud erection flashing anybody who might have taken 
a peek in his paticular direction were it stood at proud attention, facing skywards. Thankfully, it appeared 
nobody cared. Briefly turning his head towards the bassist, Bruce noted Steve was going out of his way to look 
especially innocent, big brown doe eyes fluttering wildly. Which was probably a good thing, given Nicko 
possessed the seat next to him. And Nicko was probably the biggest pervert out of the bunch. Not that that 


said much. 


However, the smaller man couldn't keep his eyes from rolling back into his head as a firm fist closed around 
his stiff member, wickedly cunning fingers keeping a tight grip. They moved upwards slowly, the ring of digits 
creeping languidly along the smooth shaft, only to slam down in a steady pump. It had Bruce nearly choking on 
air, the ability to withhold any suspect noises degraded thousandfold. He wanted to scream, the sound bubbling 


up in his chest but forced back into a hard earned silence. 


Stretching his legs out for leverage without catching Dave's attention by his side, Bruce tried to focus on 
anything but the fist wrapped neatly around his pulsing hardness. Even as Steve repeated the same motion, 
stroking slowly upwards only to drop down in a quick fell swoop when he reached the tip. It was heavenly, stars 
bursting behind the younger man's eyelids as they remained tightly shut. He fought back the trembling 
foreboading in his muscles, fought against the breathy noises that wanted to fall from his lips, trying to keep 
his air intake steady. 


It felt too fucking good to ignore. And Steve's wrist had began twisting at the end of each upwards stroke, the 
pad of his rough thumb purposely grazing the oh so sensitive head. Smearing any premature wetness. And 
there seemed to be a lot of it in Bruce's case, dribbling along the length to slick the pumps. 


Another flash of light, Bruce froze and forced his blurry eyes open, dazed and overridden by the increasing 
pleasure. By the kick of doing something forbidden, by the thrill knowing that any time, Dave might want to 
point anything regarding the plot out to him. Might turn his head to whisper in his ear. Might get an eyeful of 
an eagerly weeping dick encased by an equally eager male hand. But Bruce couldn't stop if he wanted to, 


wouldn't beg Steve to hold up if his life depended on it. 
Instead he squirmed in his seat, hips wiggling from side to side to avoid thrusting forwards, muscles tense and 
twitching as he did his best to stay put. Through the mist clouding his mind, the singer noted a chin propped 


on his shoulder. The right shoulder, meaning there was no danger. 


‘Ye gon’ spill yer cream fer me any bloody time soon, Brucie..?* murmured Steve's playful tone, gushes of hot 


breath caressing the side of the younger man's face before the bassist promptly licked his cheek top to 
bottom. 


The climax uncocked with a bang, the surges of orgasm swirling down the singer's spine; through his loins, into 


his aching balls. It settled into a firm white hit ball of heat, building building building.. 
Bam. 


The whimper that wanted to flee his throat became a hitched stuttering breath, and despite his stubbornness 
to keep his body still, Bruce's one leg just wouldn't obey as it quaked uncontrollably while rising up on its toes. 
Lucky him, it happened to be the one closest to Steve. His cock twitched once, twice, and erupted a hefty load 
of sticky white cum into Steve's waiting hand. One jet, two, three. Then it was over, the remainder dribbling 
down his length, Bruce's spent body sinking back down into the seat like a wet rag. Boneless and spent. 


Sated and slow in the aftermath, Bruce spent the fleeting moment before Steve's head left his shoulder 
burying his nose in the mass of wild chestnut curls and breathing in the all too familiar scent of lavender 
shampoo mix. Steve's hand left, his own softening cock still sticking out from between the parted flaps of his 


fly. 


The bassist went back to doing his thing, his dark eyes focused on whatever awfully boring action sequence 
was occupying the silver screen at the moment. But that hand however, Bruce noticed as he quirked an 
eyebrow, had found a new naughty purpose. Nicking popcorns out of Nicko's bag next to him, the older man 
smeared them cautiously with the sticky spunk staining his palm only to pop them right into his mouth. As if 


Bruce's seed was some fine creamy coating to heighten the experience. 


The very notion of it was well enough to make even Bruce blush like a school girl, his face bright red as he 


took one last glance at Dave to make sure he wasn't watching, before he swiftly tucked himself back in 


